The BE 3GERS Delig "he, 


As it was SUNG ar the © 


THEATRE ROYAL. 


__ fo long as ſhe's wholſome, — whalor, 
She pleaſes us we don't repent. 


What the all the daß ſhe's attic*din Rags, 

vet once a week the changes her (mock, 
And the that has Gold and Silver in Bags, 
ME. dp echo tn eg 
She's g to how rt, 
and till with her killes, kiſſes, bis ue, 
She'l conquer the fences and the heart. 


All the night long we do hug and ſmmbyace, 

the greateſt and Rich canto-nomoze, 
And when to the Swain the joyns her face, 

he thinketh what joys there's fozhim in ſtoze. 
By the taſt of the blies ſo happy*s he, 

he crys there's na beggar. beggar, beggar, . 
Could 15 bleſt o2 ſo koztunate be. 


The touch of her hand inc reales his flame, 
who conquer'd bycharms a Captive doth lxe, 
And when debut thinks of his true loves name, 
be vows fo her ſake he could freely dye 
Then the revives him again with a kifs, 
he cries pou undoe me, undoe me, undoe me. 
Had ever pooz ſoul ſuch pleaſure as this? - - 


Then gallants ne*re envy the poozs delight; 
tig. plealure to Lobe, and a plague to be free, 


Toa 2 Nzw Tune: 


Ourtfers, Eourtiers; think it n no harm 
that ly po02 Swains in Love ſhould be, 
Fo2 Love lies hid in Rags all tozu, 
as well as in Silks and Bꝛabery: 
Fo2 the Beggar he loves his Tals as dear, 
as he that has rhouſands, thouſands, thoulands, 


Þe that has thouſand-pounds.a year. 


State and Title are pfttiful things, 
a lower ſtate-moze happy doth pꝛove, 
Lo2dsand Ladies, Pꝛintes and Kings, 
with the Beggar hath cqual joys in Lobe; 
And my pꝛitty bzown Cloris upon the Hay; 
hath alwars as killing, killing, killing, 
Path al ways as killing Charms as they, 


A Lo2d will purchaſe a Waiden-head, 
which perhaps hath been lol ſome years befqze, 


A beggac will pawn his Cloak and his Trade. 


content with Love, to lxe and live pen: :: 


Ourager imbrates in Coal⸗ Sheds, 


are always moze pleaſing, pleaſing, pleaſing, 


Then theirs that are dull in Downy beds. 


Our loris is free from Patthes and Paint, 
ftomplexion and Features [weetly agree, 
EF Perfections wi ich Ladies ofren do want, 
is always intail'don our Pedegree: 
EP Sweet Cloris in her own careleſs Hair, 
is always moe taking,taking,taking, 


EF Then Ladies that Towersand.Pendents do wear: 


F A Dutches may fail, created foz ſpozt, 
E T by. uſing ol Art, and changing ok things, 


ho*ſhe were the Idol and Goddefs oh Court, 
4 the joys and the pleaſure of Don Pzinte, oz Kings: 
N we 


t Cloris in her Old Ruſſet Gown, 


£©x the's ſound, ſhe's ound, he 8 ound, 


And ke. rome 


Tho! ſome fo2 our Poverty do us light, 
there's none alive moze happy then we 


- We well are content with what we enjoy, 
Eonce in a twelvemonth,tweivemonth cweltemonths, 


We are bleſt wich a Girl, oz a boy. 


Content is the thing we ſtribe to polleſs; 
and better it is then a golden Pine, 
Sinte us with the lame the — do bleſs;, 
what cauſe have we foz to repine . 
No we've enough our hearts to ſuffice, 
and he that doth murmur, murmur, murmur, 


Will never be happp, noz wile. 
F LN 28. 
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